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Ot den. Sherman’s combined armies

of 84,000 men who started upon the
Atlanta campaign of 1864 none were
exalted more by their grand heroism,
splendid fighting and terrible losses
than the noble Army of the Cumber-
land, under the lead of Gen. George H.
Thomas, the “Rock of Chickamauga.”
Of this army, judged in all its lights
and shadows, what corps can compare
with that incomparable Twentieth
Corps, marshaled by that ideal leader,
Maj.-Gen. Joseph Hooker?

Subordinate to him were a brilliant
trio of division commanders, to each of
whom the fame of the Twentieth Corps
and Fighting Joe was very dear, and
to which they were ever proud to be a
unit.

To speak of Williams, commanding
the First Division, was only to remind
us of the mighty Thomas as something
eminently solid and immovable, and
wherever the battle was on the division
headquarters flag, with its flaming red
star, was well to the front, and from
which it never fell back.

So, too, was John W. Geary, of the
Second or White Star Divizion, who
had won imperishable laurels in all @
campaigns of the Potomac Army up to
the Fall of 1863, when, transferred to
the West, it fought that meteoric night
battle of Wauhatchie, Oect. 27, followed
a month later by the most thrilling bat-
tle episode of all modern history, Look-
out Mountain.

The Third Division was an aggrega-
tion of veterans from both the East
and West, in which the West had the
largest representation.

These men had fought under Buell
in Kentucky, with Rosecrans in Ten-
nessee, were with Granger in Reserve
Corps, and had finally, after Mission
Ridge, drifted into the Eleventh Corps
with Howard.

When the Eleventh and Twelfth
Corps were consolidated they formed
the new Twentieth Corps, and a n~w
star appeared on the horizon and which
rose higher and shone brighter as the
days went by, until the pages of battle
history are resplendent with the glory
of the “Blue Star Division.”

To command of this division Gen.
Hooker sent his most trusted Chief of
Staff, the brilliant and knightly But-
terfield—he who at Fair Oaks and
Gaines’s Mill had won the Congressional
Medal of Honor, so grudgingly bestow-
ed in the old war days, and which but
few received.

To these Western men Butterfield
was comparatively a stranger, but his
name, coupled with that of Hooker,
gsent a thrill through their breasts,
which gave them faith he would lead
them where the *“fighting fun” was 1o
be found. and so were content. He
gloriously exemplified their faith.

The First Brigade.

His three brigades were commanded
as follows: The First Brigade, by Gen.
Wm. T. Ward; the Second, by Col. John
Coburn; the Third. by Col. Weod.

These brigades were composed of five
regiments each, but as our story will
have to do more particularly with only
the First Brigade, and who were all
Western men, we give the regiments
composing its formation: 79%9th Ohio,
Col. Kennett; 70th Ind., Col. Benj. Har-
rison; 1024 IlL, Col. F. C. Smith; 105th
I, Col. Dan Dustin; 129th 1l1l., Col.
‘Henry Case.

This brigade moved from its Winter
cantonment in Lookout Valley on May
2, 1864, was first under fire on the T7th,
also on the 13th and 14th of May, and
on the 15th it moved from the center
of our lines, which were thenm wrap-
ping around the enemy at Resaca to
. near the extreme left and astride the
Dalton pike.

On the 14th of May two separate as-
saults from other corps had been made
by division upon a rebe] fort known to
the Confederates as Fort Cobb. This
was at the angle of their lines of works
-on the northwest and immediately
above the Dalton pike, where it entered
' the Confederate lines at Red Knob Gap.
Both assaults had proven costly fail-
ures,

* On Sunday, May 15, Butterfield was
ordered to see what he could do. So
“putting his First Brigade in motion as
the assaulting column, the Second to
support and the Third Brigade in re-
serve, the drive was made and the bat-
- tery captured with a loss to the divi-
‘sion in 20 minutes of 963 officers and
men, but we gained the key to thie rebel
position with Corput’s (Cherokee artil-
lery), four brass 12-pounder Napo-

the pages of history and whose achieve-
ments did not end until peace had
spread jits gentle wings over all the
land.

Harrison's Promoetion.

While to many the change of com-
manders was an evil to be deplored,
yvet we all felt glad when the Colonel
of the 70th Ind.—he who so gallantly
led the brigade over the Confederate
works at Resaca—was raised to com-
mand of the First Brigade, for we knew
he had fairly earned his promotion.

Out of the kaleidoscopic medley of
pictures of war, some of them vivid
and some dimmed by time, which the
mention of the Atlanta campaign brings
up to my mind, there always springs to
the front the presentiment and deeds of
the one man. heroie, most daringly
courageous and remarkably successful
in a limited sphere, that I ever saw in

just in time to meet the boys in gray in
& mad, wild whirlwind of the Southern--
ers’ characteristic charge. ]

Before the formation of our line was
completed, Loring, with a division of
Stewart’'s Corps, with Featherstone's

glagr*l&p ns leading, struck the “Blue]
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somewhere in the rear. Pijt the 129th
Il. reaching the ridge, it alo=2 held
the same for 20 minu ~ad upon this
devoted regiment. fo'' .nc full force of
the Confederate blow—the lightning,
sled2-hammer blows of Featherstone's
*ississippians. ’

The Battlefield.

The Peach Tree Creek battlefield was
a series of clearings and oak openings,
with now and then a clump of under-
brush and occasional ravines. The
Confederate line of attack, as person-
ally given the writer by Lieut.-Gen.
Alexander P. Stewart, C. S. A,, “was by
division in echelon, five lines deep, each
brigade preceding the one on the left,
some 100 yards, with orders to force
the enemy back to the creek; if found
intrenched, drive him out with the
bayonet.”

Loring’s Division of Stewart's Corps
were the fellows on our front, and were
the men who that day furnished the
entertainment, although only Feather-
stone’s Brigade came In actual contact
with our peortion of the line. It was
an entertainment such as was furnished
us on but a few fields and where the
foemen got a taste of the medicine they
had been feeding us along the way
under the direction of the wily John-
ston.

As the 129th Il reached the crest of
the ridge it became engaged as the ad-

the field—no other than Benjamin Har-
rison, commander of the First Brigade,

Third Division, Twentieth Corps. Not
that the glory of his name and fame
can compare with that of the brilliant
Hooker, the sturdy Thomas, Gordon
Granger, the matchless John A. Logan
or our beloved Howard, who had com-

GEN. JOSEPH HOOKER.

manded corps and armies; but to us, in
that subordinate sphere, he simply filled
the bill.

But now we age nearing the subject
of this monograph,

On Peach Tree Creek.

On the 20th of July the Union army,
away across the Chattahoochie, In sight
of Atlanta, made a slight advance, and
was ordered inte® position on the line
of Peach Tree Creek, in near vicinity
of the rebel army, and whose stubborn
advance of skirmish line, like heavy
raindrops, foretold a storm. Hooker

leons, “the only dogs that had the muz-

hurried- his§' troops from the low-lying

“THE OLD REGIMENT STOOD LIKE A ROCK IN THEIR PATHWAY.”

zles put on while they were barking”
on the Atlanta campaign.

In this assault Gen. Ward was
wounded, and the senior Colonel, Ben-
Jamin Harrison,-came to the front and
took the brigade over the works. So,
pressing on, this division and brigade.
with a record of more than 30 days of
battle, reaches the Chattahoochie,
where, on the 29th of June, we had to
bid farewell to our trusted leader, Gen.
Dan Butterfield, to know him no more
as a battle leader, but ever, through all
the long years, to remember him as a
grand and noble representative Amer-
ican soldier and loved commander
comrade; passing from sight, but not
from memory, he left an enduring
monument in that “Blue Star” Division,
Whose inscription Is graven deep upon

ground along Peach Tree Creek to the
higher ridges beyond and farther to the
front. Geary and Williams had already
formed their lines, and were busy
throwing up works, though of but
slight character. Ward’'s Division had
been ordered to form on Geary's left
and to extend and connect with New-
ton. of the Fourth Corps.

The First Brigade was on the move
into line, the 79th Ohio, 1024 IIl. and
129th Ill. forming the front of said
brigade.

The 129th Ill., in advance of others,
had nearly reached the crest of a ridge
when met by retreating skirmishers,
who duly inforimed the boys that old

L]

vance of the Confederate line, reached
that line from the south at almost the

same moment, and the deadly struggle
was on,
On the left front of that regiment
was broad meadow of cleared land and
a cornfield, and from the woodland be-
Yond the enemy, in unbroken columns,
came like the waves of the sea, pitiless
and in grand form upon us. Qur bat-
teries swung Into position, and the hiss-
ing shell exploded in their crowded
ranks. The boys were firing at close
range, and the line in front melted
away; yet it closed up, and on it eame,
sullen and determined. A gap of near-
ly half a mile on our left*between us
and Newton, which Coburn and Wood
were to close, was still open, and the
vigilant enemy took advantage and two
regiments of Featherstone passed our
flank. Co. B doubled back to protect
our flank as well as may be, while the
rest of the regiment were attending to
business on the front,

Now Stewart’s men were at us, com-
ing on the run, not 100 yards away.

The Hattle Wasgfin,

God help us now! The enemy evi-
dently Intended to crush us between
the upper and nether millstones of
those mighty forces.

Thomas forced his way through
masses of Newton's Division, Fourth
Corps, bringing Spencer’'s Battery—M,
1st Ill.—with horses on the run, into
position about 400 yards to our lef:,
and in the briefest possible time his six
Euns were smashing shells In the
crowded ranks of gray at the rate of
10 per minute, causing fearful destruc-
tion. The 129th 11l. will ever feel grate-
ful for the help they got that day from
Battery M. But the exultant enemy
swept on, and Featherstone hurled with
Titanie force his troops against Harri-
son’s Brigzade. The waves of battle
dashed against a rock, which recovered
from its first tremor and stood firm as
the hills.

The brave Confederates, with desper-
ate courage, rushed upon the 129th IIl.,
also striking the left of the 79th Ohio.
A sheet of flame at pistol range flashed
in their faces, and their ranks were
mowed down. The enemy drew their
hats low over their faces to hide those
angry flashes that meant death. Many
fell, never realizing that they were hit:
some in wild agony leaped into the air,
others, with a groan and a moan, stum-
bled and pitched headlong to the earth;:
but still they pressed on, though many
went down to rise no more. Humanity
could hardly endure such a storm of
lead. The 1024 111, at our right, while
not engaged in front delivered an enfi-
lading fire from their Henry rifles upon
the foe in our front; but the gallant foe
endured much. We quit firing, and
the clang of steel, fixing bayonets, told
of a glorified heroism.

Harrison, dashing to and fro, Inspired
the boys with confidence, his volce ring-
ing above that battle blast giving en-
couragement to any faltering ones,

And now, with teeth set tightly, the
line of blue rushed at the line of gray;
there met with polished steel the fear-
ful onset, and the old First Brigade,
fresh from Resaca and the Allatoona
Hills, were at it again.

The fearful impact of those five dou-
ble lines with dreadful force carried
them through our lines, till, meeting
with the troops that had flanked our
left. halt, face about and with aug-
mented force came tearing back, with
a rush and the most unearthly yells,
endeavored to carry with them the
126th 111,

To its credit, be it sald, the 0ld regl-
ment stood like a rock in the pathway
of our opponents, *“Surrender or die,
you Yankee "' was heard
shouted from the frenzied Confedcrates
all along the line; an answering ecrv
from the blue coats, “Surrender your-
selves, you —_ iy

Men and officers went down, but no
one thought to lose the day and field.
Overhead lay the sulphurous amoke of
battle; all around lay mingled the si-
lent dead, the dying and the wounde,
It was only war's wild splendor. Could
I but shut out the vislon of carnage

Tree Creek! Could we but forget the
mangled bodies of the llving and those:
pale in death, foes or friends —all
Americans—or forever still the orics
of the wounded boys, the piteous plead-
ing of the dying for home aund loved
ones! Ah! the mists of years lifts, and
the picture still remains,

A Giance Down the Line.

One glance down our llnes. They are
lineé no longer, for in one struggling

Hood and the whole rebel army was
close upon their heels. The 129th Il
rushed forward and : the erest

mass are coats of blue and Jacxels of
! gray—three of gray to one of blue—a
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and the crimson-hued hill at Peach|P
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tery, whllﬂ::bm-rr all the: “waved the
tattered flag, Glory.” =

mmnry’ hldma’n_t }h\‘iuﬂ mlnd tiu.}“t!?o“
cricls, come; t by the mettle,
man the issie thay to be decided.
Hand to hang, and forth, again
and yet again thes rushed with thrust
Znd pacryi-with, wild hurrah and rebel
o | s‘-zn..q.'::trupthn goes on—on. . .
Y hon T I2s%kack In dimming vision
through the lonig wears past away to
ward the scenejotistrife of that day, 1
can see the braye boys, with glint of
fire in their eyem<as they so manfully
struggled on. 1We can still see their
glowing faces when, with ringing shou®,
they closed oniithe colors, rallying on
that beloved hamsfier for victory or
.death. - Jo0 ¥ .
But our lineiwas too thin to stay
their movements, and they broke away
back to the haunts from whence they
came, but leaving their dead and
wounded in our lines. i ; P
A picture caught in shifting light of
battle smoke has ever been to me a
truthful presentment of Northern—aye,
of Southern—ecourage exhibited by
American soldiery. No other men save
Americans would have stood before
those toughened veterans of the South,
led to the attack by Stewart and Lor-
ing, both renowned as fighters, and wel]
they maintainad -their reputations on
the bloody ridges along Peach Tree

 Creek. "

On Harrison’s . front hand-to-hand
conflicts actually took place and were
of frequent occgurrence that fearful
afternoon.

Regimental Duels.

The 1024 1Ill. drove straight at the
40th Miss. and tore them to pieces.
There blue and gray coats lay side by
side, “reconciled at last in the peace of
death.” The 31st and 33d Miss., con-
solidated and commanded by Col. Jabez
L. Drake, broke through the 129th. Ill,,
reformed their lines, faced about and
charged back again, cutting and slash-
ing and losing in our immediate front
75 per cent of its members, every regi-
mental officer killed or wounded. But
once their faces are turned from us;
their retreat is accelerated by wild huz-
zahs of the old regiment, until the Con-
federates reach ,their reserves., This
was a fight where there was no rear,
and where the cowards and bums had
not the slightest chance.

Wild Werk Repented.

But the day's work was but begun.
That wonderful discipline manifested
by the veterans of the South rallied the
broken troops, dnd drove them back
upon us again and again. Hardly giv-
ing us time to replenish our famished
cartridge boxes, we are apprised by the
well-known rebel yell that they still
meant business,

Suddenly and in heavy force they
emerged from the woods, and with sav-
age vells, which'echoed over the hills,
they came, exultant with the idea of
driving the Yanks into the Chatta-
hoochie. .

Gen. Hood had given out to his men
that morning that there was nothing
before them but a few raw troops—
three-months men—and who would be
easlly put to flight by a few of thelr
yvells, and that they would hardly get
a chance for UpYVthing in the line of
fight ex_ceptin%wﬁg-dmtancc shots as
we were runnyig away. Imagine the
surprise of thb¥¢”People, coming sud-
denly upon ou¥ liflé‘and recognizing the
brigade which th¢y had met before on
several flields. "no wonder that one
Captain, dfsgus 'with the situation,
threw down hisd'$Wward and surrendered,
exclaiming: “Th€¥“fold us we had noth-
ing to meet héte But some little snots
of reserves,” whomn we tould easily run
over, but, my qu’!(}t's those ‘Blue
St:lrs' again’ll "" oy .

But now on"%uzﬂes. the fourth time
that - afternoon,” the rushing, roaring
hosts in gray, led by one whose name
was a_host itself, Alex. P. Stewart, and
before whose 'PhArging colithns none
had ever stood to go down in death.
The boys' “toré? thelr “eartridges’ with
feverisiv < irnpdtiéWee,’ d%a “with 'blatk-
ened hands wiped "the streaming sweat
from their powder-stained fdcdes, while
a line fire drove at the Confederate
ranks with a spite that killed.

Tom Flynn, commanding the regi-
ment, was storming up and down the
lines, and velled out, “Look sharp, boys.
Hell's turned loose for dinner!” Near-
er and nearer came the rebs, with a
rush and a roar, two to our one, heads
bent low, hats pulled down over their
eyes, guns at the long trail,

Harrison, seeing the danger of a
break, rushed into our midst, shouting,
“Stand firm, boys, and the day is ours.”
Old Tom (Flynn), rolling a huge quid
from one cheek to the other, remarked,
“Never you mind, Colonel; look out for
the other fellows; these are Illinoisans;
they never fail.”

Ah! why should this not remain a
pieture on.one’s memory?.In front was
the coming line tipped with fire and
flame. The smoke of our guns leaping
out in front slowly rises, forming a cur-
tain that unites the line of fire and the
clouds above. At intervals we catch a
glimpse of foemen faces, blackened
with powder and glaring with demontac
fury, lost to all human feelings and full
of a flendish desire to kill; they are no
longer men, but, rather, devils incar-
nate,

Here stands a line of men ready for
this rushing and advancing foe, but in
the body of that regiment -abides the
steel-strung nerves of Illinois, who, with
slow but precise movement, load and
fire their guns with terrible effeet. The
foe in front fall like leaves in Autumn,
that line of gray vanishes, a new one
takes its place, the rattling roar blends
into a continuous sound of musketry.
Guns grow hot to the touch, and the
ground in front Is crimson with the
blood of the fallen foe. Around on
every side—above, below—there swept
a storm of buyllets such as was never
scen before or since. Out of that fire
some came alive, but it was a wonder
that any did. An examination of the
field afterward showed the ground
plowed with shot and the smallest twig
told of the storm of death that had
swept It.

Hooker watched these charges of
Stewart's braves, and was content. He
saw the old brigade drive at the foe on
that hill at Resaca, saw it beat back the
legions of Hardee at Burnt Hickory,
saw it in the fiery furnace of New Hope,
““Hell Hole,” at Pine Mountain, Lost
Mountalin, Gllgal Church and the Culp
House, saw thll-s(_a‘ yance, and was con-
tent. Sl
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Plucking Safety From Danger.

Held by Ben, Harrison, it plucked
safety from dafghkr'in the crisis of the
battle, and at thé' supreme moment—
the in. extremis i6f the Army of the
Cumberland-—tide file regiments of the
old First Brigade held the line that the
forces of Stewabt!were trying to break
But the steel I'6f Harrison’s boys was
too much for! Southern chivalry, ana
Stewart's bravedsqdroke in confusion,
and fell' back/ td. the shelter of the
friendly woods; (@h, what a time that
was for the Firsti Brigade, and how
grandly the boys:wiorked for the great
day, when theyoéarpeted their front
with Southern defd and made those
regiments fameus!'with their matchless
heroism! nl »

Powder and dead ran short, but the
men refused to retire. There they
stood, with fixed bayonets, on the de-
fensive, with one shot In reserve for
the trylng moment should the enemy
ress this advantage.

Harrison dispatched messengers to
headquarters to let our needs he known,
while the officers searched the boxes of
the dead—friend or foe—for cartridges,

A Thrlling Sight.

There they stood in sullen deflance
amid the wounded and dead of friend
and foe. e

While wailting the final struggle we
saw the grandest eight,: except one, we
witnessed during the war, It was near-
ing sundown. ' The /heroic legions of
Newton on the left and Willlams and

heteroseneous mass of humaaity,

Geary on our right had closed upon
ez line and wara' Festing for the Anal
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The
proud Army of the Cumberland, under
the mighty Thomas, was crouchad
ready to launch forth again upon the
dauntless foe. Looking away through
thé opeaing the sunshine falls bright
and clear on everything. Looking to
the left and front, we see the battalions
of gray forming. Yonder Is a battery
coming into position. Then a lull In
the crash and roar of battle—even the
stillness I8 oppressive.

Look away out yonder beyond that
field of waving corn. We see the gleam-
ing of the sunshine en the burnished
steel. Look on those serled columns—
at their front, their flanks. Hush!
Hush! oh, throbbing heart; it's the
coming of Hood's veterans. In close
columns by regiments—Featherstone's
Mississippians en echelon; flags waving
in that evening breeze; arms at right
shoulder shift, as if only on parade;
mounted orderlies dashing to and fro,
bearing orders and cheering on those
men. Every rifle barrel, every bayonet
gleams like silver in that evening sun.
Ah, those Mississippians, we Kknow
them of old; they had been on every
field of the West in the past three
years, from Shiloh down. A grander
sight was never vouchsafed to mortal
than this coming of Stewart’s men.
There was that swayving mo‘ion always
seen when large bodies move together
in regular time. It comes as a mighty
battering ram, appearing like some
huge monster clothed in dingy gray,
sure of crushing Joe Hooker's boys, in
perfect step, conscious of its strength
and might. The bugles blare as the
enemy advance.

While not engaged T wipe my gun,
and now I load and lie flat on the
ground, avoiding in this a portion of
the storm of canister and shrapnel
that is hurtling around. I grit my
teeth and await what to some might
seem defeat.

Behind Featherstone's filve regiments
comes another brigade, and still an-
other in our immediate front—the
whole of Loring's Division of Stewart’'s
Corps.

A Maguificent Assault.

Now their lines begin to unfold and
develop; every movement executed in
perfect step; guns still at right shoul-
der shift. Our gunners are planting
their canister now where it will cut the
widest swath; it falls amid the crowd-
ed ranks of the enemy as true as
though it were placed by hand. As
the smoke from the enemy's batteries
in front lifts we see those lines of gray
with great gaps torn in them; but they
close up, never losing step as they ad-
vance. It is a relief when we get the
order to fire at will, but the smoke
blinds us for a time. As the smoke
lifts we see the enemy staggering un-
der the awful fire it faces. We look
again; it has vanished—gone. Another
line comes bulging on, to disappear like
the first. Again it comes. Our line (s
a sheet of flame. With terrible yells
the enemy hurl deflance with its shots
at the grand, splendid bravery of Har-
rison's Brigade, who die, but refuse to
glve ground. The stubborn stand of
the old First Brigade is a surprise to
the legions of Stewart, who can neither
crush nor drive us off. But that ene-
my trembles as it halts, wavers a min-
ute and then falls back, the few that
are left firing as they go until they
reach their supporing line. Then we
see the discipline that comes to trained
men in battle, As they reach their
supports they halt, cloge up and reform
on their colors. As deliberate as if on
dress parade, yet full of action, seem-
ingly maddened at the repulse and fu-
rious to avenge their fallen comrades,
the flegy sons of the South are again
| in perfect form to hurl themselves
against their exhausted but fearless foe.

For a brief moment that line of gray
was motionless, Then it leaps forward
with that hideous yell well known to
soldiers that had served on the front
line. They come sweeping over the
distance that lics between the blue and
the gray. LT z

- A Storm of Bulletn.

Following the yell came a storm of
leaden hail full in our faces. It knocks
the center companies of the writer's
regiment off their feet; a swath of
death crashes through the color guard;
a ten-strike., The flag is down. No, it
is up again; a hundred men to the res-
cue. A wild cheer from our boys is
hurled back upon them, and shot an-
swers shot.

How fares it with the other regi-
ments, I can only tell of my own.
Nay, nor half of that. The crash of
musketry is deafening, and the earth
trembles with the concussion and
shock. Watch the play on the features
of our boys. Even the dullest soldier
assumes the form of a Grecian god as
he springs to his feet to meet the foe.

There goes one to earth to rise no
more, shot through the brain as he
forced home a cartridge, and yet an-
other. A moment later my old pard,
Ephraim Howder, is mustered out, but
has company over the river of a mess-
mate, Francis Penfield. That blast,
too, swept away Enos Morris, Geo. R.
Sarvis, Corp’'l Bullman and Sim Stod-
dard, who passed to the great beyond
We cannot note all who are falling, for
our vision is to the front. But that
gray line wavers; it halts, trembles and
is gone, followed by a wild cheer that
burst from the living of that heroic
line In blue, telling in its own glad way
that they are victors on that bloody
field. You may point to the stragglers
who lined the banks of the creek with
express.on of disdain. I answer by
pointing to the heroes who met the
shock of Hood's battallons on that 20th
of July and rolled them back in bloody
rout and defeat. But then came the
night, with darkness and rest. For our
dead comrades an eternal rest—‘‘life's
fitful fever past’"—to those who lived
the sleep of utter exhaustion, undis-
turbed even by the ghastly forms of our
own dear comrades.

But the morrow brought to them a
realization of a glory surpassing, a
glory piercing the clouds of smoke that
still hung over that field, falling alike
with glorious splendor on living and
dead, falling on a field that they had
made famous, touched by immortality.

Thus was won the field of Peach Tree
Creek, one of the most sanguinary con-
flicts of the civil war.

Proud of Amerieans.

We are proud to-day of those sol-
djers led by Stewart who contested with
us the honors of that field, because
they were Americans. No prouder
honor can any man claim than to be
the conqueror of such men as these.

We are prouder yet of our comrades
of the old brigade, living and dead,
from the youngest boy in the ranks to
our noble commander, who on that day
met and checked the fierce assault of
those other Americans. All are proud
of that brigade* who repeatedly met
and drove back to the lairs from
whence they came the legions of Stew-
art and Hood, and why shouldn’t they
be—they the veterans and pride of the
West? Around the old First Brigade
clusters some of the most glorious
memories of the war. Every soldier
who served in its ranks cherishes a
hearty love for it, for its commander
and its history.

Peach Tree Creek was to the 129th
I1l, as to every other of those gallant
fighting regiments of the old brigade
the fleld of its greatest fame, An hour
at Peach Tree Creek the llving may
recall, as did the veteran of the Mexi-
can War the charge at Monterey.

“We are but few, we who pressed
Beside those braves who fell that day,

But who of us has not confessed

He'd rather share their soldler rest
Than not have been at Monterey ?”

Proudly out of this sanguinary con-
filct rode Ben, Harrison, the pride of
every soldler of the First Brigade, the
story of whose valor and glory is a
common one, lit up with the star of
his well-earned fame, the man who
had bcen equal to the emergency and

whose bearing that day stamped him
mjon the hearts of his countrymen as

B

of
day iz history-<#ts tragedies
ended. its foemen ?I " its magnifi-
cent bravérfy on oné slde shadowed by
the spiendid courage ‘en the other. It
was a stand-up fight on an open field
for the supremacy of American man-
hood. On the one side was the acclaim
of victory with the army in blue; on
the other, the gioom of defeat. On
that awful Wednesday evening two civ-
ilizations struggled for the mastery
amid all the panoply of war. The stal-
wart, cultured sons of the North stood
amid the wrecks and devastation of
that fileld and beat back, hand to hand,
the gallant chivalry of the South. Each
found a rogema_.n worthy of his steel,

RECENT LITERATURE.

CAPTURE AND MURDER OF MAJ.
JAMES WILSON:

Cyrus A. Petersopn, .President of the
Missouri Historical Society, St. Louis,
Mo., read beforé the Pike County His-
torical Society, Jan. 26, 1906, a very in-
teresting narrative of the capture and
murder of Maj. James Wilson 3d M. B.
M. Cav., who was murdered by Price’s
raiders in Franklin County, Mo., Oct.
3, 1864. The paper was of such his-
torical value that Mr. Peterson was in-
duced to put it out in printed form, and
it appears as a neat little pamphlet with
a plcture of Maj. Wilson as a frontis-
piece, - o .

LETTERS FROM A SURGEON OF
THE CIVIL. WAR." Commpiled by
Martha Derby Perry. author of
“God's Light as It Came to Me."”
Published by Little, Brown & Co.,
Boston, Mass. Price, $1.75.

These letters were written by John G.
Perry, who left his studies at the Bos-
ton Medical School in 1862 to become a
Volunteer Contract Assigigpt Surgeon,
He began his experience at the Chesa-
peake Hospital, Fortress Monroe, final-
ly passed his examinations, and was
commissioned Assistanf'Surgeon of the
20th Mass., serving in that capacity un-
til nearly the close of the war. He had
a great number of Interesting and varied
experiences, which he told in a vivid
way in his letters to home, and these
have been edited and compiled by his
niece. They throw a number of inter-
esting sidelights upon the great con-
flict,

ECHOES OF THE CIVIL WAR. By
Michael H. Fitch. Published by R.
F. Fenno & Co., New York.

Col. Fitch entered the service as Ser-
geant-Major of the 6th Wis.; was pro-
moted to a commission, and after some
months of hard service in that regiment
was commissioned Adjutant of the 21st
Wis. He rose through all the grades
to Lieutenant-Colonel, and was brevet-
ted a Colonel for gallant service. He
is a man who saw things and was able
to tell what he saw, which he has done
very engagingly in a handsome volume
that is full of interest from beginning
to end. His service covered a wide
range from the Army of the Potomac to
that of the Cumberland and then with
Sherman in the last yedfr of the war.

MORGAN'S CAVALRY. By Gen. Basil
W. Duke. Published by the Neale
Publishing Co., Washington.

Beyond all question-Basil W. Duke
was the brainiest man in Morgan's Cav-
alry, and thought by many to have no
equal in Kentucky. He was an ardent

Secessionist from the first; did as much

as any of the young men .to precipitate

secession, and was the right hand and
the brains of-lMis brother-in-law, John

H. Morgan, throughout that ecavalry

leader’'s notable" career. n. Duke 1s

as fascinating a writer as he was a gal-
lant and accomplihsed soldier, and the
stories he tells of the marches, battles
and achievements. of he noted raiders
are intensely interesting to all, and espe-
cially to the Union soldiers who fought

Morgan on 8o many fields. He tells his

story now cplainly. and fully, without

animus or virulence,’@nd it is one that
can be read with efitire good nature by
his late enemijes. i 5y £

KEY TO GOSPEL OF JESUS. By L.
D. Ray. Published by the Ray Pub-
lishing Co., Augusta, Me. .

Comrade Ray, who served faithfully
as a soldler, afterwards devoted himself
to religlous ‘teachings, and has had
much success in his vocation. This book
contains his peculiar doctrines,

BATTERY B, 1ST N. J. L. A. By
Michael Hanifen. Published by the
author at Ottawa, Il

Battery B, 1st N. J. L. A, was a
famous battery and better known as

Clark’'s Battery. The history of the bat-

tery has been well told by Comrade

Hanifen, and the book is handsomely

gotten up.

THE ELECTORAL SYSTEM OF THE
UNITED STATES. By J. Hampden
Dougherty. Published by G. P.
Putnam’s Sons, New York, and for
sale by Woodward & Lothrop,
Washington, D. C, - >

This book is a very interesting dis-
cussion of the extraordinary results
which have, followed the use of the
words In the Constitution of the United

States, ‘‘the votes shall then be count-

ed.” It takes up what counting means,

what are votes, who shall c¢etint, etc.,
which have been sp much discussed in

Congress. There is a review of the

Electoral Commissions in.Florida, Lou-

isiana, Oregon and South Carolina, and

the Electoral Commission'law of 1887 is

strongly critigised.” . .

STUDIES IN: SOCTALISM. By Jean
Jaures. Translateéd, with an intro-
dyction, by Mildred,Minturn. Pub-
lished by G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New
York, and ‘for sale by Woodward &
Lothrop, Washington, D. C.

This volume contairls a number of es-
says which were pub ed in a Social-
ist daily paper in Paris, and therefore
is an exposition of Seciglism as under-
stood by Socialists and an attempt to
explain the doctrine to 'thé general pub-
lle. The author if one ¢of the ablest of
European Socialists, and his aims and
theories are those of the-higher class of
the believers in this Social cult. The
book is undoubtedly the ‘highest expres-
sion of the theorists who would improve
society and lift it above many of the
hard conditions that now:prevail.

THE OLD FLAG AND THE NEW NA-
tion. By a Union Veteran. Pub-
lished by C. G. Thomson, Lafay-
ette, Ind.

This is a little pamphlet giving Paul
Wyman’s experience and reminiscences
of the great war of the rebellion, and is
quite interesting.

SLOCUM AND HIS MEN. Published
by the New York Monuments Com-
mission. Gen. Daniel E, Sickles,
Chairman.

A superb volume has been gotten out
in memoriam of Gen. Henry Warner
Slocum. Published under the authority
of the New York Monuments Commis-
sion. It has as a frontispiece a fine por-
trait of Gen. Slocum, with excellent
photographs, maps and battle scenes.
The literary matter consists of addresses
and letters at the time of the unvailing
of the statue to Gen. Slocum, a history
of his life.and military service, a history
of the Twelfth Corps, a history of the
Twentieth Corps, and a report of the
work on the Gettysburg National Park.
It makes a large volume printed in large
type on fine paper and gotten up in the
very best typographical style,
MENDENHALL'S GUIDE AND ROAD

MAP OF MARYLAND AND DEL-
AWARE.

This road map Is specially designed
and bound in pocket form for the use
of touring automobllists, eyclists and
wagon-road travelers. While it shows
the best roads, in the majority of cases
a distinction is made between the main
touring routes and local routes either
by a distinct coloring or other special
marking. Each map is carefully drawn
to a scale, which makes it easy to as-
certain distances between all given
points. This Guide and Road Map of
Delaware and Maryland is accompanied
by two maps of the country around

Washington and Baltimore. Price, 75

the marked men of the 18th
eentury.

PENSIONS

For SOLDIERS and thelr WIDOWSN. ALL

Inws, all Wars. Peosions and lncrease for see-

viee, on age, for Clvil War Soidiers. 1 got

themm. No fee uniess successful. Write me.
POTTS,

JOSHUA R. I
300 Ninth S N, W, 80 Dearbora SL,
Chieage.

Washingiea. D, C.

PRICE REDUCED.

WAR DICTIONARY.

FRON OFFICIAL RECORDN.

List of Batties Alphabeticaliy Ar-
ranged With Dates, From
1754 to 1900,

All battles, skirmishes and other inel-
dents of the Rebelllon and Spanish-
American War can be referred to in a
moment.

The losses of the War with Spain are
given and a brief history of the Old
Wars.

it is an Eneyclopacdia of ull wars con-
densned Inte 252 pages contalning more
information in regard te the wvarious

:'i-" than will be found in many libra-
es.

All. disputes as to dates of different
incidents can be settled.

The PENSION BUREAU uses it to de-
termine dates of battles, skirmishes and
other important events.

It gives a list of Soldiers’ Homes, Pen-
sion Agencies and the district embraced
by each, Pension ratings, Camps, Ceme-
teries and Number of troops furnished.

Cloth binding, 76c; paper cover, 5de¢:
while they last. Sent prepaid. Can be
returned if not satisfactory. .

Address: N. A. STRAIT,
217 “F” Street N. W.,, Washington, D. C

Fox’s
Regimental

Losses..
The Greatest of Statis-

tical War Books.
By Lieut.-Col. WM. F. FOX.

P

It is universally admitted that “Regi=
mental Losses,” compiled by Lieut.~Col,
William F. Fox, is the most accurate
and comprehensive book, of the statistics
of the war yét published. It is an en-
during monument of painstaking re-
search and accurate compilation. It has
now been before the public for many
vears and subjected to the closest scru-
tiny and ecriticlsm, with the universal
verdict of approval. No book in exist=
ence contains in such a compact form
so many facts that*everyone desires to
know. It has a list of more than 2,000
regiments which served in the Union
army, with the organizations im ‘which
they served, their losses in battle, by
disease and otherwise, and brief but
compact histories of the leading regi-
ments, the noted brigades, divisions and
all the corps. Col. Fox supplemernted all
that he could obtain from an ex:z .aina-
tion of the War Department’'s records
with researches into the State records
and those of the Pension Bureau. In it
is found a great mass of the most val=-
uable information which cannot be
found elsewhere., Everyone who served
in the army or is at all interested in the
history of the great rebellion should
certainly have a copy to place himself
on a level with the best informed. It is
a recognized authority ‘on all the mat-
ters upon which it treats.

Several editions of this book have al-
ready been gotten out and completely
exhausted. Of the latest edition thers
now remain only about 100 coples.

The book is a large guarto, with large,
clear type: its contents are admirably
arranged for ready reference, and it is
printed on fine, heavy paper and hand-
somely bound in cloth. It makes a mosi
creditable edition to any library. We
have made arrangements with the pub-
lisher to secure all that remains of this
last edition. We offer it to our sube
scribers at $5. Address

THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE,
Washington, D. C.

L

ST

cents. Address C. 8. Mendenhall, Map
Publisher, Illustrator and Engraver, 512
Race St., Cincinnati, O.

Magaxzines.

Sports Afield for June is bright and
interesting as ever, which means that
its pages contain many a treat for the
lover of sportsmen’s literature of the
better class.

New Mausie.

THE GRAVE OF JOHN BROWN,
Song and chorus, Words by Mrs. Aure-
lia Hammond and music by Charles M.
Cobb. Published by G. R. E. Kennedy,
Newport, Vt.

A TRIBUTE TO THE BRAVE. Bong
and chorus. Words by Mrs. Aurelia
Hammond and music by Charles M,
Cobb. Published by G. R. E. Kennedy,
Newport, Vit.

Literary Notea.

Comrade J. M. Paver, Sr., 1705 Park
Ave., Indianapolis, Ind., is getting out a
book giving an account of his personal
experiences as an officer of the 5th Ohio
during the war of the rebellion, as well
as a few addresses delivered since at
different times, Comraae Paver would
be glad to hear from members of his
regiment.

-

History of Primary Laws. t

F. S. Reader, New Brighton, Pa., has
issued an interesting little pamphlet un-
der the head of “History of Primary
Laws in Pennsylvania.”

P
Battle of Pilot Knob.

The Pilot Knob Memorial Association
has issued a handsome little pamphlet
giving a report of the second annual
meeting on the 41st anniversary of the
battle of Pilot Knob, The pamphlet has
pictures of Capt. Willlam J. Campbell
and Col. David Murphy. The weork is
from the pen of Comrade Cyrus A,
Peterson, Corresponding Secretary, St
Louis, Mo. -

A Chance to Make Money.
I have berries, grapes and peaches a
year old, fresh as when picked. I used
the California Cold Process. Do not
heat or seal the fruit, just put it up cold,
keeps perfectly fresh, and costs almost
nothing; can put up a bushel in tén min-
utes. Last year I sold directions to over
120 families in one week; anyone will
pay a dollar for directions when they
see the beautiful samples of fruit As
there are many people poor like myself,
I consider it my duty to give my experi-
ence to such and feel confident anyomne
can make one or two hundred dollars
round home in a few days. I will mall
sample of frult and full directions to any
of your readers FREE. Addrela Fran-
Fork 2 T With & Dottie of fruit for

or . Y. a
geoplo to see and taste you should selll
undreds of directiona ¥

-




